6	BEYOND HORIZONS
would have been the great adventure of their youth, yet I was so
little impressed by it that it almost passed out of my memory.
Besides having this trait of indifference, I was very timid as a
small boy. I always looked under the bed for intruders before I
could go to sleep at night. Even coming into a deserted room in
play, I would inspect the corners and under the furniture before risk-
ing myself in the place. Once our coachman lifted me off the ground
by my head. It must have frightened me badly, for the memory of
it remains while I have forgotten the coachman himself.
But I had a more dreadful experience. Walking home one day, I
passed on the sidewalk a rough-looking man who acted insanely, for
he kept wagging his head and muttering to himself. Naturally
when I had gone by I turned and watched him. He felt my inspec-
tion and looked back. Then, scowling horribly, he turned toward
me and pulled a revolver from his pocket.
Almost frozen with terror, I legged it home as fast as I could run,
hurled myself through the front door1 and hid under a lounge in a
remote room. There I stayed the rest of the day, imagining that
every sound in the quiet house was the footstep of the crazy man,
coming to shoot me.
My sister, who never knew fear of anything, used to tease me for
my timidity. To her I was a fraidy-cat—I, eleven years old; she,
six, and a girl besides. I couldn't stand it—she simply had to be
frightened, too. So in our play I would hide behind trees and jump
out to startle her. If I really scared her and she cried, then I hastened
to soothe her, for I was very fond of Clare. Our companionship
continued, and until she died she was the staunchest friend I had
in the world.	' •
Clare was my constant playmate as long as we lived on Ellis
Avenue. We played tag among the trees, and until I was a big boy,
eleven or twelve years old, I played dolls with her. Now and then I
would stop to see if I couldn't get into the pantry for bread and
brown sugar. She had an old nurse called Nana, who used to take
us sometimes into South Park to visit the zoo. Father was one of the
South Park commissioners.
A crooked nose which I carry to-day reminds me of another child-
hood disaster, I owned a boy's-size "ordinary"—one of those original
bicycles with a big wheel in front and a little one behind. Riding

